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The roar was deafening in Lars's ears; he had never witnessed anything like it. Bodies stretched on for what 


seemed like miles, hands waved and faceless thousands yelled to the stage-yelled to him. He was entranced. 


From beyond the haze of wonder, the deep chug of James's guitar made its way across the living sea laid out 
before Lars. It brought him back into reality. A flash of blonde hair whipped in front of him and suddenly 

James stood before him, all pearl-white grin that Lars could never help but return. As sore arms and bloodied 
fingers pounded away at the kit, as the crunch of deep guitar galloped across the enormous field, Lars stared 


into his best friend's eyes, hypnotized by the unbridled joy he rarely saw in them. 


They had truly made it. 


The show pressed on; Lars was sore and exhausted by the end of it, nerves fried in a way he had never 
imagined possible. But when that large, calloused hand clapped his shoulder as he trudged his way to a shower, 
it all felt worth it. 


"Can you believe that crowd?" James asked, not even waiting for an answer. "I've never seen anything like it! 


That was fucking insane, dude." 


Lars grinned at the frontman. "It was like they never ended. There were people going past my line of sight," he 


observed. 


With a chuckle, James gave Lars another rough pat. "lm proud of us, little buddy. Catch you later?" 


"Always." Lars smiled at his back as he walked ahead on impossibly long legs. A little ache bloomed in his heart 
then; he found himself craving that devilish grin that only revealed itself onstage. He wished to see it again and 


again. He wished for more. 


For now, success would tide him over. It would have to. Success and friendship would be more than enough. 


